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woud think there had never been any drinking songs except 


mm Germany. Tins sirajtv means that, so long as people 
had a conteny.t ter the ed Latin cividisatien, they also had 
a complete ipnoraace of it. “bhere ave songs about wine 


whl over the words at least wherever the divine 
has gone, it has awakened sens, 
Grormuny becuse at went to Germaiv; but where did it 
couse frome It from where rhetore and paradox 

w from; from where nearivy everythings cise came from, 
Padniut Pamin no position to docsmatise about where Scops 
etme from. TPoam equally dl-iutormed about where they 
went to. 


gilt of Wine 
It awakened songs in 


Cahe 


For the rest, T should be much nusunderstood, if anyone 
were to take too literally the eritic’s phrase about my public 
wad political attitude, which he contrasts from his own 
standpoint with my unconscious and instinctive attitude. 
He says IT pretend ‘to fearfully hate all Germans "'; I 
epplaud his splendid defiance of the pedants who split hairs 
about split infinitives; but To cannot admit that I pretend 
this, or that my real pretension is only a pretence. I do 
not fearfully hate all Germans; I do not hate the people 
who gave us ‘ Grimm's Fairy Tales ’’ or the people who 
act in the Oberammergau Passion Play. TI do not hate 
Albert Durer or a man I once drank beer with in Cologne, 
who thought it only correct and constitutional to supplement 
the toast of the Kaiser with a toast to each of the separate 
princes and rulers of Germany, giving them a mug each. 
What I hate is not a number of people north or cast of a 
particular line; but a mental and moral habit of looking 
for the light of progress northward instead of southward ; 
that is, in barbarism rather than civilisation. We may call 
that heresy Teutonic, as it perpetually called itself Teutonic. 
It is truer to call it Prussian, because the whole spell of 
it was in the success of Prussia. It was not a nation but a 
notion. It was not even a human tribe, but a very inhuman 
heresy which hardened and heathenised a large number of 
tribes. A simple test will be sufficient to show that this 
fact 1s not affected by any of the arguments about any of 
the Teutonic tongues and traditions, with which I am 
supposed to be so familiar. My genial critic credits me 
with knowing the Icelandic language and the Danish lan- 
guace and the German language. But even his generosity 


will not say that I know the Prussian language. There is 
no Prussian language; properly understood, there is no 


Prussian literature. There was a Prussian system, which 
began with a man whose favourite language was that of 
Voltaire and ended with a man whose favourite literature 
was that of Kipling. It was an international heresy; and 
because I call it a heresy, I call what conquered it a crusade. 


DO IT: YOU DOGS! 


Ia it a hopeless task to give the Parliament Labour Party 
some semblance of free-will and free speech? 

We own ourselves unequal to answering this question. 
Some of our reasons for hesitating about the answer niay be 
found in the December number of the New Generation, the 
organ of the New Generation (Malthusian) League. On page 
one we nes the following: 


“A visit to Trafalgar Square on the night of the 
Election provuked some cvnical reflections on the great 
electoral svstern. Certainly the crowd was remarkably 
well-behaved in comparison with those of a few decades 
aco and hardly a case of drunkenness was noticeable, but 
to see troops of callow youths blowing trumpets and to 
think that many of them were probably electors, though 
devoid of an iota of knowledge which should qualify for 
choosing levislators, nade one realise more than ever the 
low level of intelligence and responsibility from which we 
are breeding, and the futility of expecting any valuable 
reforms from representatives who have to seek their 


Google 


suffraces. How anyone in their senses can expect to find 
social sulvation from legislators who are chosen in such a 
anner passes our comprehension. ”’ 


We can quite imagine how this passes the comprehension 4: 
@ journal which bears no particular marks of deep intel. 
eence. But what passes the comprehension of Tue Nsw 
Witsress is that the Labour Party can hear their follower. 
reviled in this way, without violently countering the attavi. 

However, far from looking on the men and women of Th- 
New Generation (Malthusian) Leavue as their born enenie. 
the Labour folk sare almost falling upon their neck as tha: 
God-given Saviours. 

A long acquaintance with Labour leaders has persuaded 
that one of their greatest weaknesses is their enthusiasm—a: 
least their platform and Parliamentary enthusiasm—for th- 
thing now called Education. We, who have known th: 
thing from the inside for some fifty vears and to whom it 
ood is as patent as its evil, have little of Labour’s enthusiasz. 
for it. Yet we realise that an array of names petering of 
into University- degree initials, or a platform of people talk- 
ing Kine’s English in the Oxford and Cambridge manner. 
would almost persuade a group of Labour leaders to aes 
their proletariat soul. This is one of the only reasons we cz 
give for the phenomenon of Labour meekly kissing the toe o? 
men, like the group of the New Generation (Malthusian 
League whose watch-word would be (King’s English for) ‘* Th 
poor in the loomp is bad.”’ 

The fact seems to be that the Labour felk resemble whiaa 
psychologists tell us of some Eastern wives who love only the 
husbands who kick them. Tell a group of Labour leaders 
that their simple hand-workers and land-workers had i. 
education unto wisdom which we of University training have 
not found, and you will be looked upon as a reactionary. 
Tell them that their large families with their genius fe: 
domestic economy, parent of political economy, were the sali 
of the earth and they may howl you down. But tell them a; 
the aristocracy of the New Generation (Malthusian) League: 
tells them, that they are so ignorant as not to know whai 
name to scribble on a voting paper; and the Labour peopie 
will rise up and call you blessed. Go on to tell thern that 
they are such an inferior good-for-little race that only enough 
of them must be bred to keep the factories working, and to 
keep the mansions going and they will copy their serviie 
brethren, the silversmiths of Ephesus, by crying out: ‘‘ Great 
is Diana of the Ephesians! We are not fit to survive.’’ 


This is not rhetoric. It is a feeble effort to find words 
equal to the tragic realities. What could he more tragic thay 
a trivial paragraph in the same issue of the New (Mal- 
thusian) Generation. Let me set it down with all its rhetori: 
of italics and capitals: 

‘It was from this (Labour) side of the House that the 
suggestion was made the other day that OUR POPU L.!- 
TION WAS NOW TOO LARGE.” (Mr. Ramsay Mac- 
donald in the House of Commons, December 1, 1922.: 
(Page 14.) 

‘Do it, you dogs! Stop breeding, you labour vermin. 
Don’t you see, you parasites, that you are crowding out the 
cream of the earth, the aristocracy of intellect and wealth. 
Mutual masturbation is good enough for you. Give us none 
of your filthy off-spring, you scum. Stop breeding, we tel! 
you—or we will knife you by the sanctities of Parliameut- 
made law.’’ 

This is only plain G.B.S. for the tragic situation whereir 
Eugenic uplifters call an obscene tune and the leader of the 
Labour meekly sings it—shades of St. Edward the Confessor— 
within ear-shot of Westminster Abbey. Does Mr. Ramaavy 
Macdonald feel grateful to the eugenic élite who think that he 
and his followers should never have been brought to Parlia- 
ment; nor even brought to life? To taunt men with their 
parentage is usually to court assault. What hag become o! 


